
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Fool

A Novel 


Wame David Legakwa

2025

© Wame David Legakwa

Cell: +267 71715373 (whatsapp) +267 78743280

Email: davidlegakwa@gmail.com

Facebook: Wame David Legakwa

Instagram: wamedavid

Cover design: J.B.S. Mothowamodimo

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior permission from the author.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




I called Tshepiso because I knew she was the only person I could talk to. She lived all by herself in the outlying village of Mogoditshane. She had been my friend for the longest time and I had every confidence in her. She was that sort of person I went to when everything was good, and when things fell apart. We didn’t speak regularly because I was married. She respected my space and I respected hers. She was more like my daughter. I would do anything for her because I was sure that she would do anything for me. 

On this particular Friday, I had an assignment I needed to do in Gaborone but didn’t have a place to put up at. It was hard not knowing people around, especially in the city yet had to go there often to do things. Tshepiso was willing to offer me accommodation as usual, and consequently had to go elsewhere to sleep. I didn’t like this arrangement very much because it felt as though I was inconveniencing her. But what choice did I have? I would make sure I bought her a few things as my way of saying thank you. She struggled as much as everyone else in the city who wanted to earn an honest living.

I arrived in the evening and was a little surprised to find out that her living room had been converted into a working space. The room was filled with sewing machines and other machinery that tailors use. There was an elderly man by one of the machines working on a mountain of material. He was apparently very nice and immediately went out of his way to make me feel welcome. I introduced myself and he did too. He explained that he had been expecting me and had instructions from Tshepiso to make me feel welcome. He was a foreigner from neighboring Zimbabwe, apparently.

We discussed politics and I realized immediately that it was a very sensitive topic for him. He wasn’t very happy about the goings-on in his country, especially by the leadership. He opined the new leader was even worse-off than the previous ruler who had recently passed on. According to Mr. Ndlovu, as he called himself, the new president did not care about the plight of his people, but rather about enriching himself and those who worked with him. I couldn’t say much because I wasn’t privy to details pertaining to the situation in his country.

I was in the bedroom scrolling through my Facebook timeline when I heard the old man calling from the other room. When I came out, he was holding a bucket and a cup with warm water. He asked to wash my hands so he could share a meal with me. I was about to decline when I realized it wouldn’t be good manners to do so. I washed my hands and then shared some pap served with very tasty beef. It was so good that I wished there was some more of it. After eating I thanked Mr. Ndlovu for his kindness. 

But Mr Ndlovu wasn’t done. He told me his daughter had just arrived from Zimbabwe and was with him up until she found a job. He kindly asked if she could come and sleep in my house because his wife was around and there wasn’t much room in his house. I was obviously taken aback but was sensible enough not to show it. “Not a problem at all, she can come,” I said, not really sure how I was going to manage that arrangement. I wondered where exactly she would be sleeping, and curious if the old man was trying to hook me up with his daughter. 

After about an hour, there was a knock on the door. “Door is open, come in,” I shouted from my room. A young lady with a small figure but sunny face entered. “Halo sir,” she said. She sounded very respectful and for a moment that calmed my nerves. She did not appear like the type that would sneak into my room later on and try to worm her way into my blankets. It was truly awkward and I was finding myself extremely guarded. I had to be, of course, it wasn’t everyday one got themselves that kind of an offer.

“My name is Smangaliso. I’m Mr. Ndlovu’s daughter,” she said in a sweet, hoarse Ndebele accent. I just liked her instantly. It was hard to imagine she’d be so fluid and free with me. “I’m Justice. This is my friend’s house and I come here often when I need to do things in Gaborone,” I said. She started to spread some sheets on the floor. I asked her if that was all she was going to sleep in. “Yes, that’s all. Don’t worry, us Zimbabweans we are used to this kind of life. You see, when you first come here, you locate a fellow Zimbabwean and if you can manage to get a corner to sleep in, that’s adequate,” she said like one who knew.

“But seriously, this floor is very hard and you will become sore,” I said, much concerned. “You can actually come to the bedroom and share some comfort.” “No, don’t worry, I’ll be fine here. Isn’t it we get arrested for not having papers? And we sleep in cells with no comfort at all? So this is nothing really, I’ve been through worse,” Smangaliso said. I realized then that this girl must be mature. “So how old are you?” I queried. “Thirty-seven,” she said. I put my hand to my mouth, involuntarily. “But you can’t be serious. You look like you are twenty-three,” I said, shocked. “Many people tell me so,” she said, unsurprised.

And so we talked for a long time. I learnt that my new friend had actually been to Botswana before and stayed for a few years. She had to go back to take care of her second born. While back home, she attended a teachers’ training college just to advance opportunities for employment. But such opportunities didn’t exist back home in Zimbabwe, and so she retraced her steps back to Botswana where there was always a chance to make a little to survive. She was now staying with her uncle - who called her daughter- temporarily so she could secure herself a job. She was looking for anything at all that could keep her going.

I felt obliged to disclose a few things about myself too. I told her that my marriage was on the rocks. I explained everything to her about what was happening. It was actually the first time I told anyone about what was happening in my life. It felt so relieving just to vent. She was very understanding and even shared her experiences about her own failed marriage. After hearing her story, I felt much relieved. Not because I loved the pain she had to endure with her former husband, but simply because I wasn’t alone in my situation. Other people also experienced pain, even worse than mine, but were able to ride the storm. I became hopeful that I would manage in the end. There was hope after all.

Fortunately, the night was uneventful. In the morning I was called to Mr. Ndlovu’s room which was opposite my house. Smangaliso had prepared some very nice Five Roses tea, just the way I liked it. After refreshing, I told her I needed to leave. She was happy to take me to the taxi stop. On the way I called my friend who offered to come and get me. When he arrived, I introduced Smangaliso to my friend who was happy to meet her. I parted ways with Smangaliso on that note, happy to have met but sad to be parting ways. But of course we exchanged numbers. 
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Donald and I went a long way back. We had been friends for forever. There was nothing he knew that I didn’t know, no deed he did that I wasn’t aware of. He was the sort of person I would never be embarrassed or uncomfortable around. We talked everything, from women to our struggles to anything at all. We could talk all night without our agenda getting exhausted. I was really grateful to have a friend like that. That was why it wasn’t so difficult to open up to him about the situation with my family right from the onset.

As usual he showed understanding and wasn’t even judgmental. It was always my concern that if I spoke to anyone about what was happening in my life, they would be quick to find faults with my position and start making statements that would make me feel like I was the worst person in the world. These were people who seemed to know everything under the sun, and always had an opinion about everything. I hated that sort of attitude with everything in me, especially when people assumed stances of perfection when we all knew for a matter of fact that they were just as human as anyone else.

Our conversation soon transitioned to the girl I was with. How could he not ask? It was in the nature of things. I explained to him that she was new to Botswana and was actually looking for a job. Donald told me she was in luck, because he was looking to hire too. I was excited for Smangaliso and made a mental note to call her as soon as I was free to do so. But Donald asked me to hold my horses - as if he could read my mind – until he had first spoken to his wife about the matter. He however asked for the girl’s number so that if there was a solid agreement, they could call her directly.

As we drove to the restaurant where I was going to spend the afternoon working, I reconnected with Donald on everything else that mattered. It was always good to catch up. He was that brother who just had my back in every sense. He dropped me off at Wimpy in Game City where I started to get busy. I was contracted by some university writing a project for them. It was a lot of work that took so much of my time. But I couldn’t complain because it was cultivating in me certain work ethics that I grew to appreciate with every task that I performed. 

Three days after parting ways with Smangaliso, I received a call from her. It was a really sweet surprise as it was unexpected. She had good news. My friend and his wife had employed her. She was so grateful to me I actually felt embarrassed. But I could understand why. She had just arrived in Botswana and was expecting to struggle a bit before she could land a job. Looking for a job as a helper in a foreign country couldn’t be that easy. The employers often treated Zimbabwean helpers as if they didn’t have private lives of their own. When someone wanted you to come and work, they told you they were coming to collect you right that hour, as if you had nothing else in life to do except work for them.

I was happy for her. She really sounded like a nice person and deserved more than working as a helper. But her excitement cancelled all my apprehensions. We were certainly worlds apart. I couldn’t imagine being so excited to be a herd-boy when I had valid papers to work as a teacher. But what business was it of mine? I was just fortunate to have been born in a country that was well managed, and she just happened to come from elsewhere. It was the way things were and thinking too much about them wasn’t going to change the price of bread. 

That marked the beginning of conversations with Smangaliso which happened religiously every evening for the next few weeks. She would call me and ask how my day went and things of like-nature. I somehow felt that her pot of gratitude was not empty yet. Donald and his wife were really lovely people and that quality about them must have overwhelmed her into much elation. She couldn’t have been luckier. I also considered that given how delighted she was of me, she would do anything if I asked. But I wasn’t the kind of person to take advantage of other people. 

I imagined that Smangaliso could pick that I wasn’t disrespectful of women. She must have realized too that I wasn’t going to take advantage of her. I knew deep in my heart that the constant communication was somewhat an indication to me that she was available. However, it just felt wrong for me to even consider that line of thought. As I continued to keep my distance from issues of amorous nature, this must have become obvious to my lady friend because she also started to ease off a bit. 

But one night I broached an issue that took her by surprise. In all honesty though, I was just being playful. “Halo my dear,” I said. “I’ve been thinking about this a while, I’d like you to help me.” “Anything for you. What would you like me to do?” she asked. “I want you to find me a nice Zimbabwean girl,” I said. Smangaliso must have thought that I was joking because she laughed her lungs out. Or perhaps she was shocked that I didn’t seem to be interested in her, I would never know. 

She thought I was serious about the proposition and promised that she’d get back to me on the matter. Before that, she asked me all the questions about what I wanted in a woman. I told her she must be pretty, with a small waist but some good amount of flesh behind her. She obviously must have attended school enough too. We laughed as we talked about my expectations of a woman. I think she must have realized as I answered some of her questions why I didn’t seem to show so much interest in her. She promised that she would get back to me soon. It was all about waiting now.
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There were very few people in the courtroom. I had imagined that it was just going to be my case on the roll that morning. But I was wrong. As I sat on that long bench, I saw many other people and lawyers begin to trickle in. The lawyers donned black gowns, men and women looking so professional I fleetingly wondered where I had been when other people went to school. They certainly looked like the ultimate profession. That perception wasn’t helped by their ritual utterances as they conversed with both the court clerk and the judge. For a moment I mused about class, that there were levels above my chosen profession.

It would be a complete falsehood to say I understood what the men and women in black said or did. But of course I could deduce that some cases were being postponed and that was true for many of the cases that came before mine. Eventually our case was called. The lawyer that represented us stood up to speak. He presented his case as we all keenly listened. It was a process he had taken us through, so there weren’t any surprises at all. Everything went exactly as he had said it would. My wife took to the witness box and swore on the Bible. She answered a few questions as prompted by the lawyer. It was all a process driving to the ultimate eventuality, the nullification of our matrimonial union.

I hadn’t really given much thought to how I would take things once it was all over, but it surprised me that the tears easily came to my eyes. It felt like death, a murder of sorts. The judge had just wielded a machete and sliced the head off something that had been so precious to me for the longest time. It was a separation of everything precious to me, everything that had meant so much to me. But now the order had been given. While my emotions acted all surprised, it must have been expected. It wasn’t as though it came suddenly. It had been a journey the lawyers had clarified all along and explained what it meant. 

I watched as my beautiful ex-wife walked out. She was looking ravishing. It was as though she wanted to show me what I would miss for the rest of my life. I would never forget how she looked. I don’t quite remember whether I remarked to her how good she looked, but I could be forgiven given my state of mind at the time. So it was true? It had happened. There was a knot in my throat. It felt tight and almost pulled the surrounding muscles together. It was not an unfamiliar feeling, but I knew what it meant and it frightened me that I would wet my eyes in front of everyone. I quickly went to the car and asked the driver to move.

One would have imagined that the end would mean freedom and peace of mind. Far from it! The feeling I experienced was one of loss and confusion. If I could do it all over again, I’d do it right. But not when the ultimate pronouncement had been given. It was called a court order. The order instructed that I was no longer a part of any woman. I was free. But I hated the freedom!! It didn’t aptly describe my intentions, my motivations or even my desires. What it did though, was define the clear fact that I was a single man again. And that scared me!

It was all back to the drawing board. It had been more than a decade not living by myself. The new freedom promised a lot of things, most of which seemed exciting. I was however apprehensive because it was a kind of life I would have to learn afresh. I would need to know how to do a lot of things that I had taken for granted all that time. I would have to learn how to handle my own monies, first of all things. But that wouldn’t be such a problem because it wasn’t that much money anyway. Of course it was important regardless. If I didn’t do a good job of it, I could run into an array of problems soon. 

Having moved out of my former home, reality began to hit hard. I was really all by myself. That actuality was highlighted by the small house I moved into. It reminded me of the time I used to be a student at university. That recollection alone was quite helpful. This wasn’t a life I was unused to. I could survive it. If I had done it then, I could do it now. It took a lot of self-talk and affirmations to settle myself down. I would have conversations with myself all evening. “Justice, this is not the end of life my brother. It is only the beginning of another, and beginnings are beautiful because they come with hope,” I said. 

And it was hope that helped me to hold it together. I was hopeful that eventually, the tight feeling I sensed in the pit of my stomach would dissipate. I couldn’t describe it then, but my knower told me it was a physical manifestation of my pain. I had to be patient with the stress that I felt. It wouldn’t go away in a day or two, but it would eventually go. I loved to think of the time when I would be that free. Wouldn’t it be wonderful to run along the street in my neighborhood and not have to think back on things? It would indeed be a powerful place to be at. 

What happened to me a few days later reminded me that the journey wasn’t going to be as smooth. It was as though my system couldn’t hold it together. I was by myself taking a walk when I suddenly felt light-headed. My knees began to feel like jelly and the tips of my fingers were numbing. I stopped walking. It felt like I was going to crash to the ground, so I sat down. I closed my eyes and waited for the feeling to subside. The drivers who went past must have wondered what was happening to me. But the feeling cleared after several minutes and I was able to resume my walk. I knew it was time to see a shrink.
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I was excited to go home for the weekend. The feeling wasn’t exactly a sense of jubilation or cheerful euphoria. It was just a pleasant understanding that I was going to familiar people who cared about my well-being. At this point of my life, I could appreciate only too well what the adage about blood being thicker than water meant. While there were many people I associated, laughed and jested with, they didn’t make the cut providing a solution in my current predisposition. Not because I didn’t want them to, I just couldn’t trust the world to handle my situation. I suspected too that if I intimated my plight to them, their only response might be to spread the exciting news around.  I wasn’t going that route, not while I was in control. 

Home was a village a hundred and twenty kilometers from my principal residence, a place called Thamaga. I didn’t usually visit, except when there were important events happening that required my presence. Family commitments had kept me a stranger to my home village for so long that I sometimes felt like a visitor in the real sense of the word. Many people didn’t know me, especially the younger generation. I always had to explain myself to them. That was not presently critical though, my mission for now was to spend time with my immediate family and just be home.

Something I loved about my mother was the special way in which she welcomed visitors. It was a ritual we had gotten accustomed to and even regarded as a family tradition. “Lesego,” Mother called my sister. “Please make your brother some tea.” “But there is no sugar, mother,” Lesego said apologetically. “Eish, I forgot,” Mother said with a disappointed look. “Don’t worry, I think I’ve got some money for the sugar,” I said, pleased to be of some use. “Cover anything else that you might need for now,” I said as I handed Lesego a hundred pula note. My sister was one of the pleasantest people I knew. She loved my mother so much I felt like I could do more too.

Mother updated me on the happenings in the village as was the norm. An old man that I had known long ago in the neighboring ward had passed on and was going to be buried mid-week of the following week. I remembered him as a child. He used to give us a lift in his donkey cart on Fridays after school when we travelled to the lands, where our parents subsisted as farmers. I couldn’t forget the time he gave me a watermelon to share with my brother when he found us very hungry in the wilderness looking for our stray cattle. It was a special memory that I would always cherish of him. I made a mental note to attend the prayers at his house that afternoon.

My sister finally brought the tea and I started to enjoy it. My folks made the best tea. We usually used a fire in the traditional hut outside. After the water in the pot boiled, we pushed aside a few hot embers and placed the kettle on the scorching mound, added a cup of milk and four teaspoons of loose crushed Five Roses leaves. We had to allow the mixture to heat up a while. Once the kettle lid started shaking from the rising mix, it was time to fill the rest of the empty space with hot water. To spice things up a bit, we added leaves of a herb found in the wild known in the local language as monnamontsho or kgomodimetsing. Only then would the tea be ready to serve. I knew that this had been the process that culminated in this sweet tasting infusion of the elements.

Just as I was about to down my last gulp, someone knocked from outside. In the village, people didn’t knock on the door. They just stood at a distance and shouted, “kho!” If no one answered, the expression was blurted in quick succession, “khokho”. Mother responded, “Tsena!”. My aunt moved in. I was happy to see her. She was a good woman, loving and sweet. She and my mother were good sisters, good friends even. Under these peculiar circumstances, I felt safe having her around. Pity I didn’t know I was going to regret ever seeing her that day! 
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